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Hollywood, where the stars live in regal splendour and where a swimming-pool is a mark of respectability like the aspidistra in Bow, had its poor and homeless people, too. The young Canadian driver of the car which took me to the stupendous Ambassadors' Hotel told me that he and his wife were living in a trailer outside a " rooming house " where they had their meals and occasional baths.
To the madness of Hollywood there are no limits. N.B.C. were preparing for the annual Santa Glaus parade, a lavish spectacle on Mardi Gras lines. Some smart publicity man then read that it was possible, by dropping ice pellets from an aircraft on the clouds, to start an artificial snowstorm. He knew that, for various reasons, this would be impracticable—for one thing the clouds could not be guaranteed on the right day. Nevertheless, as a publicity stunt— intending to put the story round to the Press—he asked the originators of this idea for detailed plans. To his consternation he received a reply which took him seriously. The publicity stunter's mood rapidly changed from glee to consternation. He imagined the sky black with aircraft, bombarding the crowds with ice, slush and snow which would land the N.B.C. with a bill of half a million dollars. He panicked and cancelled this inquiry.
He was explaining all these convolutions of ingenuity, with many chuckles, to a Hollywood journalist in my presence when the journalist, with a puzzled air, said: "Well, what did you intend to do?"
Another sign of lunacy is that the taxi-drivers pass red lights. The red light is regarded as a signal to accelerate and they rush past at breakneck speed to avoid a collision. I asked one why he did not stop, and he said: " Waal, it's only a kinda warning." I said: "That's what I thought."
My kind host of the N.B.C., though deeply perturbed and wondering whether / was quite sane because I said I did not particularly wish to meet Bing Crosby, took me to the sumptuous Brown Derby restaurant. Film and radio stars, half of them unknown to rne, clustered there in dazzling constellations. There were White Dwarfs, female spiral nebulae, and crazy comets.
The Ambassador's, where I stayed, was more like a town. Durante.y orat street-level turned the picture into aterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
